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ADVERTISEMENT. 


WarkworTH CasTLE in Northumberland, 
{lands very boldly on a neck of land near the fea 
ſhore, almoit ſurrounded by the river Coquet, 


called by our old Latin hiſtorians Coqueda) which 


runs with a clear rapid ſtream, but when ſwoln 
- with rains become violent and dangerous. 

About a mile from the caſtle, in a deep romantic 
ralley, are the remains of an Hermitage ; of which 
the chapel is ſtill intire. This is hollowed with great 
elegance in a cliff near the river; as are alſo two 
adjoining apartments, which probably ſerved for 
the ſacriity & veſtry, or were appropriated to ſome 
other ſacred uſes; for the former of theſe, which 
runs parallel with the chapel, appears to have had 
an altar in it, at which maſs was occaſionally ce- 
lebrated, as well as in the chapel itſelf, 

Each of theſe apartments is extremely ſmall; for 
that which was the principal chapel does not in 
length exceed eighteen feet; nor is more than 
ſeven feet and a half in breadth and height; it 1s 
however, very beautifully deſigned and executed 
in the ſolid rock; and has all the decorations of a 
complete Gothic Church, or Cathedral, in minia- 
ture. 

But what principally diſtinguiſhes the chapel, is 
a ſmall tomb or monument, on the ſouth fide of 
the altar; on the top of which lies a female figure 


extended in the manner that effigies are uſually ex- 


hibited, praying on ancient tombs. This figure, 
which is very delicately defigned, ſome have ig- 


norantly called an image of the Virgin Mary; 
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(4) 
though it has not the leaſt reſemblance to the 
manner in which ſhe is repreſented in the Ro- 
miſh churches; who is uſually erect, as the ob- 
ject of adoration, and never in a proſtrate or 
recumbent poſture, Indeed the real image of 
the bleſſed Virgin probably ſtood in a ſmall nich, 
ſtill viſible. behind the altar: whereas the figure 
of a Bull's Head, which 1s rudely carved at this 
lady's feet, the uſual place for the creſt in old mo- 
numents, plainly proves her to have been a very 
different e i 

About the tomb are ſeveral other figures; which, 
as well as the principal one abovementioned, are 
cut in the natural rock, in the ſame manner as 
the little chapel itſelf, with all its ornaments, and 
the two adjoining apartments. What ſlight tra- 
ditions are ſcattered through the country, con- 
cerning the origin and foundation of this her mi- 
tage, tomb, &c. are delivered to the Reader in 
the following rhimes. 

It is univerſally agreed, that the Founder was 
one of the Bertram family, which had once con- 
ſiderable poſſeſſions in Northumberland, and were 
anciently Lords of Bothal Caſtle, ſituate about 
ten miles from Warkworth. He has been thought 
to be the ſame Bertram that endowed Briakburn 
Priory, and built Brenkſhaugh Chapel: which 
both ſtand in the ſame winding valley, higher up 
the river. 

But Brinkburn Priory was founded in the reign 
of King Henry I. whereas the form of the Go- 
thic windows in this chapel, eſpecially of thoſe 
near the altar, is founded rather to reſemHle the 
the ſtyle of architecture that prevailed about the 
reign of K. Edward III. And indeed that the 


(5) ” 
ſculpture-in this chapel cannot be much older, 
appears from the Creſt which is placed at the 
lady's feet on the tomb; for Camden informs us, 
that armorial creſts did not become hereditary till 
about the reign of K. Edward II, 

Theſe appearances, ſtill extant, ſtrongly confirm 
the account given 1n the following poem, and 
plainly prove that the HERMIT of Warkworth 
was q the ſame perſon that founded Brinkburn 


Prioxy in the twelfth century, but rather one of 


the Bertram family who lived at a later period, 
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Hermit of Warkworth, &c. 
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PART I. 


ARK was the night, and wild the ſtorm, 


And loud the torrent's roar ; 
And loud the ſea was heard to daſh 
Againſt the diſtant ſhore. 


Mufing on man's weak hapleſs ſtate 
The lonely Hermit lay; 


When, lo! he heard a female voice, 
Lament in ſore diſmay. 


With hoſpitable hafte he roſe, 
And wak'd his ſleeping fire; 
And ſnatching up a lighted brand, 
Forth hied the reverend fire. 


All fad beneath a neighbouring tree 
A beauteous maid he found, 

Who beat her breaſt, and with her tears 
Bedewed the moſly ground. 


O weep not, E weep not ſo; 
Nor let vain fears alarm; 


My little cell, ſhall ſhelter thee, 
And keep thee ſafe from harm.— 


It is not for myſelf I weep, 
Nor for myſelf I fear; 
But for my dear and only friend, 
Who lately left me here : 


ETS 


And while ſome ſheltering bower he * 
Within this lonely wood, 

Ah! fore I fear his wandering feet 
Have ſlipt in yonder , — 


O! truſt in Heav'n, the Hermit ſaid, 
And to my cell re 

Doubt not but I ſhall find find thy friend, 
And eaſe thee of thy care. 


Then climbing up his rocky ſtairs, 
He ſcales the cliff ſo high; 

And calls aloud, and Ps. his light, 
To guide the ſtranger's eye. a 


Among the thickets long he winds 
Wich careful ſteps and ſlow: 

At length a voice return'd his call, 
Quick anſwering from below, — 


O tell me, father, tell me true, 
If you have chanc'd to ſee 

A ode maid, I lately left 
Beneath ſome neighbouring tree, 


But either I have loſt the place, 
Or ſhe hath gone aſtray : 

And much 1 fear this fatal ſtream 
Hath ſnatch'd her hence away. — 


Praiſe Heaven, my ſon, the Hermit ſaid, 
The lady's ſafe and well: 

And ſoon he join'd the wand'ring youth, 
And brought him to his cell. 


Then well was ſeen theſe gentle friends 
They lov'd each other dear : 

The youth he preſs'd her to his heart; 
The maid let fall a tear. 


f 


(8) 


Ah! ſeldom had their hoſt, I ween, 
Beheld fo ſweet a pair: 


The youth was tall, with a manly bloom; 


She ſlender, ſoft, and fair, 


The youth was clad in foreſt green, 
Wich bugle-horn ſo bright; 


She in a filken robe and ſc arf. 
Snatch'd up in hafty flight. 


Sit down, mv children, ſays the ſage ; 
Sweet reſt your limbs require :— 


Then heaps freſh fewel on the hearth, | 4 
And mends his little fire. | 
Partake, he ſaid, my fimple ſtore, 


Dried fruits, and milk, and curds ; 
And ſpreading all upon the board, 
Invites with kindly words, — 


Thanks, father, for thy bounteous fare; 
The youthful couple ſay : 

Then freely ate, and make good cheer, 
And talk'd their cares away.— 


Now ſay, my children (for perchance 
My counſel may avail) 
What ſtrange adventure brought you * 


Within this lonely dale ?— f 
Firſt tell me, father, ſaid the on Th 
Nor blame mine cog tongue) A 
What town is here? What lands are theſe? * 
And to what lord belong? # 


Alas! my fon, the Hermit ſaid, 
W — I live to ſay, 
e rightful lord of theſe domaing 
Is baniſh'd far away! 


(9) 

Ten winters now have ſhed their ſnows 
On this my lowly hall, — 

Since valiant HoTsevs (ſo the North 
Our youthful lord did call). 


Againſt Fourth Henxy BoLinGprOKE 
Led up his northetn powers, 

And ſtoutly fighting loft his life 
Near proud Salopia's towers. 


One ſon he left, a lovely boy, 
His country's hope and heir; 

And oh! to ” Ao him from his foes, 
It was his grandfire's care. 


In Scotland ſafe he plac'd the child, 
Beyond the reach of ſtrife, | 
Nor long before the brave old Earl 
At Bramham loſt his life, 


And now the PRC name, fo long 
Our northern pride and boaſt, 
Lies hid, alas! beneath a cloud, 


Their honours reft and loſt. 


No chieftain of that noble houſe 
Now leads our youth to arms; | 
The bordering Scots deſpoil our fields, 
And ravage all our farms. 


Their halls and caſtles, once ſo fair, 
Now moulder in decay; 

Iroud ſtrangers now uſurp their lands, 
And bear their wealth away. 


Nor far from hence where yon full ſtream 
Runs winding down the lea, 

tir Warkworth lifts her lofty towers, 
And overlooks the ſca. 


( 10 ) 


Thoſe towers, alas! now ſtand forlorn, 
With noiſome weeds o'eripread, 

Where feaſted lords and courtly dames, 
And where the poor were ted. 


Meantime far of mid Scottiſh hills, 
The Percy lives unknown: 
On ftrangers* bounty he depends, 


And may not claim his own, 

O might I with theſe aged eyes, 
But live to ſee him here, 

Then. ſhould my ſoul depart in bliſs 
He ſaid, and dropt a tear. 


And is the Pric v fill fo lov'd, 
Of all his friends and thee ? 


Then, bleſs me, father, ſaid the youth, 


For I thy gueſt am He. 


Silent he gaz'd, then turn'd afide 

To wipe the tears he ſhed; 
Then lifting up his hands and eyes, 
Pour'd bleſſings on his head: 


Welcome, our dear and much-lov'd lord, 


Thy country's hope and care: 
But who may this young lady be, 


That 1s ſo wond'rous fair. 


Now, father, liſten to my tale, 
And thouſhalt know the truth; 

And let thy ſage advice direct, 
My unexperienc'd youth, 

In Scotland I've been nobly bred 
Beneath the Regent's hand “, 


Rox zar Sreaxr, Duke of Albany. 


* 


„ 


jn feats of arms, and every lore 
To fit me for command, 


With fond impatience long I burn'd 
My native land to fee : 
| I At length I won my guardian friend 
To yield that boon to me, 


Then up and down in hunter's garb 
| wander'd as in chace, 
3 in the noble NEIL IL E's houſe ® 
gain'd a hunter's place. * 


dome time with him I liv'd unknown, 
Till I'd the hap fo rare, 

To pleaſe this young and gentle dame, 
That baron's daughter fair, — 


Now, PE Rex, ſaid the bluſhing maid; 
The truth I muſt reveal ; 


Souls great and generous, like to thine, 
Their noble deeds conceal, 


I happen'd on a ſummer's day, 
Led bv the fragrant breeze, 

WW wander'd forth to take the air, 

Among the green-wood trees, 


ndden a band of rugged Scots, 
That near in ambuſh lay, 

loſs-troopers from the border-ſide, 
There Kis d me for their prey. 

ly ſhrieks had all been ſpent in vain, 
But Heaven, that ſaw my grief, 

Nought this brave youth within my call, 

Who flew to my relief. 


RL NIVILI x, firſt Earl of Weſtmoreland, who 
telly reſided at his two caſtles of Brancepeth, and 
%, both in the Biltoprick of Durham. 


(12) 
With nothing but his hunting ſpear, | 
And dagger in bis hand, \ 


He ſprung like lightning on my foes, 
And caus'd them ſoon to ſtand. 


He fought, till more aſſiſtance came; 
"The Scots were overthrown; 
Thus freed me, captive, from their bands, 


To make me more his own. — 


O happy day ! the youth replied : 5 Ras 
Eleſt were the wounds I bare! 

From that fond hour ſhe deign'd to ſmile, 
And liſten to my prayer. 


And when ſhe knew my name and birth, 
She vow'd to be my bride; 

But oh! we fear'd, (alas, the while!) 
Her princely mother's pride : 


Sitter of haughty BoUIiN BROKER“ 
Our houſe's ancient foe, 

To me I thought a baniſh'd wight, 
Could ne'er ſuch favour ſhew. 


Deſpairing then to gain conſent ; 
At length to fly with me, 

I won this lovely timorous maid, 
Jo Scotland bound are we. 


This evening, as the night drew on, 
Fearing we were purſu'd, 

We turn'd adown the right-hand path, 
And gain'd this lonely wood. 


F1 * 
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* Joan, counteſs of Weſtmureland, and mother e 
the young lady. was daughter of Joun of GauxTt 
ang pal iter of King Henry IV, 
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Then lighting from our weary fteeds, 
To ſhuy the pelting ſhower, 
We met thy kind conducting hand, 
And reach this friendly bower. — 
Now reft ye both, the Hermit ſaid: 
Awhile your cares forego : 8 
Nor, lady, ſcorn my humble bed ; 
A We'll paſs the night below “. 


— 


* Adjoining to the cliff, which contains the chape! 
6: the Hermitage, are the remains of a ſmall building, 
n which the hermit dwelt. This conſiſted of one 
lower apartment, with a little bed-chamber over it, and 
* now ein ruins; whereas the chapel, cut in the ſolid 


wk, is Kill very iut ire and perfect. 


END OF TRE FIRST FART. 
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er II. 
OVELY.ſmil'd the bluſhing morn, 
And every ſtorm was fled, 
But lovelier far, with ſweeter ſmile, 
Fair ELFE ANOxR left her bed. 


She found her Henry all alone, 
And cheer'd him with her ſight; 
The youth conſulting with his friend, 
Had watch'd the livelong night. 
What ſweet ſurpriſe o'erpower'd her breaſt? 
Her check what bluſhes dy'd, 
When fondly he beſought her there 
To yield to be his bride. | 


Within this lonely Hermitage 
There is a chapel meet: 

Then grant, dear maid, my fond requeſt, 
And make my bliſs complete. — . 


O Hexxr, when thou deign'ſt to ſue, 
Can I thy ſuit withſtand ? 
Wen thou, lov'd youth, haſt won my heart 
N Can I refuſe my hand ? 


For thee I left a father's ſmiles, 
And mother's tender care; 
And whether weal or woe betide, 
Thy lot I mean to ſhare. — 


And wilt thou then, O generous maid, 
Such matchleſs favour ſhew, 

Jo ſhare with me a baniſh'd wight 
- My peril, pain, or woe. 

Now heaven, I truſt, hath joys in ſtore 
To crown thy conſtant breaſt: 


For know, fond hope aſſures my heart 
That we ſhall ſoon be bleſt, 
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Not far from hence ſtands Coquet Iſle 
Surrounded by the ſea; 
There dwells a holy friar, well-known 
To all thy friends and thee “: 


'Tis father Bernard, ſo revered 
For every worthy deed ; 
To Rasr caſtle he N 
And for us kindly plead. 


To fetch this good and holy man 
Our reverend hoſt is gone: 
And ſoon, I truſt, his pious hands 

Will join us both in one: 


Thos they in ſweet and tender talk 
The lingering hours beguile : 

t length they 4 the hoary ſage 
Come from the neighbouring iſle, 


Vith pious joy and wonder mix'd, 
He greets the holy pair, 

hd glad conſents to join their hands: 
With many a fervent prayer. 


Then ftrait to RaBx's diſtant walls 

He kindly wends his way ; 
ſean-time in love and dalliance ſweet 
They ſpend the livelong day. 


nd now, attended by their hoſt, 
The Hermitage they view'd, 

beep hewn within a craggy cliff, 

And over-hung with wood. 

B 2 


* 


In the little iſland of Coquet, near — are gin 


a the ruins of a cell, which belonged io the Benedictine 
as of Tinemouth-Abbey. 
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And near a flight of ſhapely ſteps, 
All cut with niceſt ſkill, 

And piercing thro' a ſtony arch, 
Ran winding up the hill. 

There deck'd with many a flower and herb 
His little garden ſtands ; 

With fruitful trees in ſhady rows, 
All planted by his hands. 

Then, ſcoop'd within the ſolid rock, 
Three ſacred Vaults he ſhows ; 

'The chief a chapel, neatly arch'd, 

On branching columns roſe. 


Each proper ornament was there, 
That ſhould a chapel grace: 
The Lattice for confeſſion fram'd, 

And holy-water Vaſe. 


O'er either door a ſacred Text 
Invites to godly fear; ( 
And in a little ſcutcheon hun 
The croſs, the crown, and ſpear. 


Up to the altar's ample breadth 
Two eaſy ſteps aſcend ; 
Ard near a glimmering ſolemn light 
Two well-wrought Windows lend, 


Beſide the altar roſe a tomb 
All in the living ſtone; Die 
On which a young and beauteous maid 
In goodly ſcuplture ſhone. 


A kneeling” Angel fairly carv'd 
Lean'd hoveriag o'er her breaſt ; 


(17) 
A weeping warrior at her feet; 
And near to theſe her creſt.* 


The cliff, the vault, but chief the tomb, 
Attract the wond'ring paar ; 

Eager they alk, what hapleſs dame 
Lies ſculptured here fo fair. 


The Hermit figh'd, the Hermit wept, 
For ſorrow ſcarce could ſpeak : 
At length he wip'd the trickling tears 


That all bedew'd his cheek ; 


Alas! my children, human life 
Is but a vale of woe; 

And very mournful is the tale, 
Which ye fo fain would know. 


The Hermit's Tale. 


Y oung lord, thy grandſire had a friend 

In days of youthful fame; 

Your diſtant hills were his domaine ; : 
Sir BERTRAM was his name. 


Vhere'er the noble Percy fought . 
His friend was at his fide 

And many a ſkirmiſh with the Scots 
Their early valour try'd. 


Young Bertram lov'd a beauteous maid, 
As fair as fair might be? 
The dew-drop on the lily's cheek, 
Was not fo fair as ſke. 


— 


—— * — 


TY * 


* This is a Bull's-head, the creſt of the Widdrington 
Family. All the Figures, Kc. here deſcribed, are ſtill Vilte 
be; only ſome what eflaced with length of time. 


| 
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Fair WIDo pb RINc rox, the maiden's name“, 
Von tower's her dwelling place? 

Her ſire an old Northumbrian chief, 
Devoted to thy race. 

Many a lord, and many a knight 
To this fair damſel came? 

But Bertram was her only choice ? 
For him ſhe felt a flame. 


Lord Percy pleaded for his friend, 
Her father ſoon conſents ; 
None but the beauteous maid herſelf, 


His wiſhes now prevents. 


But ſhe with ſtudied fond delays 
Defers the bliſsful hour; 

And loves to try his conſtancy, 
And prove her maiden power. 


That heart, ſhe ſaid, is lightly priz'd, 
Which is too lightly won ; 

And long ſhall rue that eaſy maid, 
Who yields her love too ſoon. 


Lord Percy made a ſolemn feaſt 
In Alnwick's princely hall; 
And there came lords, and there came knights, 


His chiefs and barons all. C- 
With waſſel mirth, and revelry - 
The caſtle rung around; _ 
Lord Percy, call'd for ſong and harp, Nai 
And pipes of martial ſound, | W 
The Minſtrels of thy noble houſe, "ug 
All clad in robes of blue, Ch, 


Middrington Caltles about 5 miles ſouth of Warkworth on 


— 
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With filver creſcents on their arms 
Attend in order due. 


The ereat a chievements of thy race 
They ſung: their high command: 

„How valiant Mainfred o'er the ſeas 
« Firſt led his northern band. 

*« Brave Gilfred next to 'Yormandy 
„Wich venturous Rollo came; 

„And from his Norman Caſtles won 
** A\fgum'd the Percy name“. 


= 


They ſung, how in the conqueror's fleet 
Lor! William ſhipp'd his powers, 
« And gain' l a fair young Saxon bride 
« With all her lands and towers f. 
Then journey ing to the Holy Land, 
«« There bravely fought an dy'd: 
*« Pat firlt te ſilver Creicent wan, 
« Some Paynim Soldan's pride. 
5 


** 


* In lower Normandy are three places of the name 


of Pzacy ; whence the family took the furname of De 
ier 

+ Ham de Percy, (fifth in deſcent from Galfred, or 
Cee de Percy, fon of Mainfred) aſſiſted in the conqueſt 
vi England, and had given him the large poſſoſſions in 
Yorkthire, of Emma de Porte, (o the Nyman A1riters 
name her,) whoſe father, a great Saxon lord, had been 
fain hghting along with Harold. This ycun; lady, 
Wilam from a principle of honour and yceavr Fit), mar. 


«Tied: tor having had all her lands beſtowed upon him b 


tn: conqueror, „ he (to uſe tre words of tre old Whith 
Caronicle) wedded hyr that was very netre to them in 
aifcharging of his conſcience.” He died at Mountjoy 
kar ]crulalem iu the ſuſt cruſade, 


( 20 ) 

* They ſung how Agnus, beauteous heir 
„ The queen's own brother wed 

* Lord Joſceline,ſprung from Charlemagne 
In princely Brabant bred*. | 

« How he the PzrcyY name reviv'd, 
And how his noble line 

«« Still foremoſt in their country's cauſe 


« With godlike ardour ſhine.” 


With loud acclaims the liſtening crowd 
Applaud the maſters” ſong, 
\ And deeds of arms and war became 
The theme of every tongue. 


Now high heroic acts they tell, 

Their perils paſt recall: 
When, lo! a damſel young and fair 

Stepp'd forward. thro' the hall. 


She Bertram courteouſly addreſs'd; 
And kneeling on her knee; — 

Sir knight, the lady of thy love 
Hath ſent this gift to thee. 

Ihen forth ſhe drew a glittering helme 
Well-plated many a fold. 

Ihe caſque was wrought of tempered ſteel 

The ereſt of burniſh'd gold. 


— 


| 


1 
72 
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Richard de Percy was one of the twenty ſix barons, choſen 
to fee the Magna Charta duly obſerved. 


i * Agnus de Percy, ſole beireſs of her houſe, married | 
# Joſcelme de Lovain, youngeſt ſon of Godfrey Barbatus, 

jt duke of Brabant, and brother of queen Adeliza, ſecond A 
| wife of king Henry I. He took the name of Percy, and 
if was anceſtor of the carls of Northumberland. His ſon lord 7 
{ 


(21) 
Sir knĩght, thy laly ſens thee this, 
And yiel is to be thy b-ide, 
When thou haſt prov'd this maiden gift 
Where ſharpeit blows are try d. 


Young Bertra'n took the ſhining helme 
And thrice he kifs'd the ſame; 

Truſt me, I'll prove this precions caſque 
With deeds of no»l-& fame. 


Lord Pzrxcy and his baron's bold 
Thea fix upon a day 

To ſcour the marches, Iite oppreſs d, 
And Scottiſh wroags repay. 


The knights afſembl-d oa the hills 
At ouſand horſe and more; 

Brave Widdrington, tho' ſunk in years 
The Px xc v-itardard bore. 


Tweed's limpid current ſoon they paſs, 
And r nge the hord.rs round; 

Down the green ſlopes of Tiviotdale 
Their bugl: horas round. 


As when a hon in his den 
Hath hear the hunters' cries, 
And ruſhes forth to meet his foes, 
So di! the DouGLas rite. 


Attendant on t eir chief's command 
A thou and warriors wait; 

Ani now the fatal hour drew on 
Of cruel keen debate. 

A choſen troop of Scottiſh youths 
Advance before the reſt; 

Lrd Pracy mark'd their gallant mein, 
And thus his friend addreis'd;— 


pe — 8 
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Now, Bertram, prove thy Lady's helme, 
Attack yon forward band; 

Dead or alive VII reſcue thee, 
Or periſh by their hand, 

Young Bertram, bow'd with glad aſſem, 
And ſpur'd his eager ſteed, |, 

And calling on his Lady's name, 
Ruſh'd forth with whurlwind ſpeed. 


As when a grove of Sapling oaks 
The livid lightning rends; 

So fiercely, 'mid the oppoſing ranks, 
Sir Bertram's ſword deſcends. 


This way and that he drives the tech 
And keenly pierces thro'; _ 

And many a tall and comely knight 
With furious force he flew. 


Now clofing faſt on every fide 
Ihey hem Sir Bertram round: 
But dauntleſs he repels their rage, 
And deals forth many a wound. 


The vigour of his ſingle arm / 


Had well nigh won the field ; A 
When ponderous fell a Scottiſh axe, 
And clove his lifted ſhield. 
Another blow his temples took, bs 
And reft his helme in twain; 
Ihat beauteous helme his lady's gift! — 
His blood bedewed the plain. Ker, 
- Lord Prxc ſaw his champton fall Ta 


Amid the unequal fight ; 
And now, my noble friends, he ſaid, 


Let's fave this gallant knight, 


(23) 
Then rufhing in, with ſtretch'd out ſhield 
He o'er the warrior hung ; 


As ſome fierce eagle ſpreads her wing 
To guard her callow young. 


Three times they ſtrove to ſeize their prey 
Three times they quick retire : 

What force could ſtand his furious ſtrokes 
Or meet his martial fire? 


Now gathering round on every part 
The battle rag'd amain; 

And many a lady wept her lord 
That hour untimely flain. 


PexcY and DouGLas, great in arms, 
There all their courage ſhow'd ; | 

And all the field was ftrew'd with dead, "42 | 
And all with crimfon flow'd. 


At length the glory of the day 
The Scots reluctant yield, 
An 5 aſter wond'rous valour thown, 
They flowly quit the field. 


All pale extended on their ſtuields 
And ueltering in his gore 

Lord Percy's knights their bleeding friend 
To Warx's fair caſtle bore“. 


— SEAS VIS OUT I £ 


Wark caſtle, a fortreſs belonging to the Engliſh, and 
a ut note in antient times, ſtood on the f. uthern bank 
© the river Tweed, a little to the caſt of Tiviotdale, 
kd uot lar from Sello, It is pow iutirely deſtroyed. 


(24) 
Well haſt thou earn'd my daughter's love; 
Her father kindly ſaid ; 


And ſhe herilf ſhall dreſs thy wounds, 
And tend thee in thy bed. 


A meſſage went, no daughter came; 
Fair ISABEL ne'er appears: 

Beſhrew me, ſaid the aged chief, 
Young maidens have their fears. 


Cheer up, my ſon, thou ſt alt her ſee 
So ſoon as thou canſt ride; 

And ſhe ſhall nurie thee in er bower ( 
And ſhe ſhall be thy bride. 


Sir Fertram, at ker name reviv'd, 
Fe bleſs'd the ſcothing found ; 
Ford hope ſupplied the nuric's care, 


And heal'd his ghaſtly wound, 
/ 

A 

END OF THE SECOND PART, N 
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PART III. 


$ early morn while dewy drops 
Hung trembling on the tree, 
Sir Bertram from his ſick bed roſe, 
His bride he would go ſee. 


A brother he had in prime of youth 
Of courage firm and keen, 

And he would tend him on the way 
Becauſe his wounds were green. 


All day o'er moſs and moor they rode 
By many a lonely tower ; 

And 'twas the dew-fall of the night 
Ere they drew near her bower. 


Moſt drear and dark the caſtle ſeem'd, 
That wont to ſhine ſo bright; 

And long and loud Sir Bertram call'd 
Ere he beheld a light. 

At length her aged nurſe aroſe 
With voice fo ſhrill and clear: 

What Wight is this, that calls ſo loud, 
And knocks ſo boldly here? 


Tis Bertram calls thy Lady's love, 
Come from his bed of care : 

All day I've ridden o'er moor and moſs 
To ſee thy lady fair. 

Now out alaſs! (che loudly ſhrick'd) 
Alas! how may this be“? 

For fix long days are gone and paſt 
Since ſhe ſet out to thee. 


C 


(26) 
dad terror ſeiz'd Sir Bertram's heatt, 
And ready was he to fall; 
When now the draw bridge was let down, 
And gates were open'd all. 
Six days, young knight, are paſt and gone 
Since ſhe ſet oat to thee ; 


And ſure if no ſad harm had hap'd 
Long fince thou would'ſt her fee. 


For when ſhe heard thy grievous chance 
She tore her hair, and cried, 

Alas! I've ſlain the comelieſt knight, 
All thro* my folly and pride! 

And now to atone for my ſad fault, 
And his dear health regain, 

III go myſelf, and nurſe my love, 
And ſooth his bed of pain. 


Then mounted ſhe her milk-white ſteed 
One morn at break of day ; 

And two tall yeomen went with her 
To guard her on the way. 


Sad terror {mote Sir Bertram's heart, 
And griefo'erwhelm'd his mind ; 

Truſt me, ſaid he, I ne'er will reſt 
Till 1 thy lady find. 


That night he ſpent in ſorrow and care 
And with ſad boding heart, 

Or e'er the dawning of the day 
His brother and he depart. 


Now, brother, we'll our ways divide, 
O'er Scottiſh hills to range: 

Do thou go north, and I'll go weſt ; 

And all our dreſs we'll change. 


(27) 
Some Scottiſh carle hath ſeiz'd my love, | 
And borne her to his den; | 


And ne'er will I tread Engliſh ground 
Till ſhe is reſtored agen. 


The brother ſtrait their paths divide 
O'er Scottiſh hills to range; 

And hide themſelves in quaint diſguiſe 
And oft their dreſs they change. 


Sir Bartram clad in gown of gray, 
Moſt like a palmer poor, 

To halls and caſtles wanders round, 
And begs from door to door. 


Sometimes a Minſtrel's garb he wears, 
With pipes ſo ſweet and ſhrill; 
And wends to every tower and town, 


O'er every dale and hill. 


One day as he fat under a thorn 
All ſunk in deep deſpair, | 

An aged Pilgrim paſs'd him by, 
Who mark'd his face of care. 

All Minſtrels yet that e er I ſaw, 
Are full of game and glee, 

But thou art fad and woe-begone! 
I marvel whence it be!— 


Father, I ſerve an aged Lord, 
Whoſe grief afflicts my mind; 

His only child is ſtol'n away, 
And fain I would her find. — 


Cheer up, my ſon; perchance, (he ſaid) 
dome tidings I may bear : | 
Far oft when human hopes have fail'd, 
then heavenly comfort's near, 

. 2 
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( 28 ) 
Behind yon hills ſo ſteep and high, 


Down in a lowly glen, 
There ſtands a caſtle fair and ſtrong, 
Far from th' abode of men. 


As late I chanc'd to crave an alms 
About this evening hour, 


_ Me-thought I heard a Lady's voice 


Lamenting in the tower. 


And when I ak'd, what harm had hap'd 
What lady fick there lay ? 

They rudely drove me from the gate, 
And bade me wend away. 


Theſe tidings caught Sir Bertram's ear, 
He thank'd him for his tale ; 

And ſoon he haſted o'er the hills, 
And ſoon he reach'd the vale.” © © - 


Then drawing near thoſe lonely towers, 
Which ſtood in dale fo low, 

And fitting down beſide the gate, 
His pipes he gan to blow. 


Sir Porter, is thy lord at home 
To hear a Minftrel's fong ; 
Or may I crave a lodging here ? 

Without offence or wrong? — 


My Lord, he ſaid, is not at home 
To hear a Minſtrel's ſong: 

And ſhould I lend thee lodging here 
My life would not be loag. 


He play'd again, fo ſoft a ſtrain. 
Such power ſweet founds impart, 

He won the churliſh Porter's car, 

And moved his ſtubborn heart,— 


(29) | 
Minſtrel, he ſaid, thou play'ſt fo ſweet, 
Fair entrance thou ſhould'ſt win; = | 


But, alas! I am ſworn upon the rood, 
To let no ſtranger in. 


Yet, Minſtrel in yon riſing gliff 
Thou'lt find a ſheltering cave, 

And here thou ſhalt my ſupper ſhare, 
And there thy lodging have. 


All day he fits befide the gate, | | 
And pipes both loud and clear ; | | 
All night he watches round the walls, _—_ 
In hopes his love to hear. | 


The firſt night, as he ſilent watch'd, | 
All at the midnight hour, 
He plainly heard his Lady's voice 


Lamenting in the tower. 


The ſecond night the moon ſhone clear, 
And gilt the ſpangled dew ; 

He ſaw his Lady thro” the grate, 
But 'twas a tranſient view. 


The third night weared out he ſlept 
Till near the morning tide 

When ſtarting up, he ſeiz'd his ſword, 
And to the caſtle hy'd. 


When, lo! he ſaw a ladder of ropes 
Depending from the wall ; 
And o'er the mote was newly laid 
A poplar ſtrong and tall. 


And ſoon he ſaw his love deſcend 
Wrapt in a tartan plaid : 

Aſliſted by a ſturdy youth 
In Highland garb y-clad, 
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Amaz'd, confounded at the ſight, 
He lay unſeen and ſtill; 

And ſoon he ſaw them croſs the ſtream, 
And mount the neighbouring hill. 


Unheard, unknown of all within, 
The youthful couple fly, 

But what can ſcape the lover's ken, 
Or thun his piercing eye ? 


With filent ſtep he follows cloſe 
Behind the dying pair, 

And ſaw her hang upon his arm, 
Wich fond familiar air. 


Thanks, gentle youth, ſhe often ſaid; 
My thanks thou well haſt won: 

For me what wiles halt thou contriv'd ! 
For me what danger run ? 


And ever ſhall my grateful heart 
Thy fervices repay : 

Sir Bertram would no further hear, 
But cried, *« Vile traiter, ſtay ! 

Vile traitor, yield that Lady up!— 
And quick his ſword he drew, 

The ranger turn'd in ſudden rage, 
An& at dir Bertram flew. 


With mortal hate their vigorous arms 
Gave many a vengeful blow : 

But Bertram's ſtronger hand prevail'd, 
And laid the ſtranger low, 


Die, traitor, die A deadly thruſt 
Attends each furious ne 

Ah! then fair Iſabel knew his voice, 
And ruſh'd beneath his ſword.— 


(31) 

O ſtop, ſhe cried, O ſtop thy arm! 
Thou doſt thy brother ſlay ! | 

And here the Hermit paus'd and wept : 


His tongue no more could ſay.— 


At length he cried, Ye lovely pair, 
How ſhall I tell the reſt 

Ere I could ſtop my piercing ſword, 

It fell and ſtabb' d her breaſt, 


Were thou thyſelf that hapleſs youth? 
Ah! cruel fate! they ſaid, 

The Hermit wept, and fo did they ; 
They ſigh'd; he hung his head. 

O blind and jealous rage, he cried, 
What evils from thee flow; | 
The Hermit paus'd; they filent mourn'd, 

He wept, and they were woe. 


Ah! when I heard my brother's name, 
And ſaw my lady bleed, 
I rav'd I wept, I curſt my arm, 


That wrought the fatal deed. 


In vain II claſp'd her to my breaſt, 
And clos'd the ghaſtly wound ; 

In vain I preſs'd his bleeding corſe, 
And rais'd it from the ground. 


My brother, alas! ſpake never more; 
His precious life was flown. 

She kindly ftrove to ſooth my pain, 
Regardleſs of her own. 


Bertram, ſhe ſaid, be comforted; 


And live to think on me, 
May we in heaven that union prove, 


Which here was not to be. 


(32) 


Bertram, ſhe ſaid. I ſtill was true; 
Thou only hadſt my heart: 
May we hereafter meet in bliſs! 

We now, alas! muſt part. 


For thee I left my father's hall, 
And flew to thy relief, 

When, lo ! near Chivior's fatal hills 
I met a Scottiſh chief. 


Lord Malcolm's fon, whoſe proffered love 
I had refus'd with ſcorn ; 

He flew my guards and fſeiz'd on me 
Upon that fatal morn ; 


And in theſe dreary hated walls 
He kept me cloſe confin d; 

And fonlly ſucd and warmly pref: 'd 
To win me to his mind. 


Each riſing morn increas'd my pain, 
Each night increas'd my fear; 


When wander; this northern garb 
Thy — 4 we here. 
He quickly form'd this brave deſign 
To ſet me captive free ; 
And on the m5or his horſes wait 
Ty'd to a neighbouring tree. 
Then haſte, my love, eſcape away, 
And for t' yielf provide ; 


And fometiin: 5 fondly think on her, 
Who fhould have been thy bride.— 


Thus pouring comfort on my ſoul 
Even with ker lateſt breath, 

She gave one parting fond embrace, 

And clos'd her eyes in death, 


; ( 33 ) 
In wild amaze, in ſpeachleſs woe, 
Devoid of ſenſe 1 lay 
Then ſudden all in frankie mood 
I meant myſelf to lay. 


And riſing up in furious haſte 
I fei d he bloody brand *: 
A ſturdy arm here interpos'd, 

And wrench'd it from my hand. 
A crowd that from the caſtle came, 
Had miſs'd their lovely ward; 

And ſeizing me, to priſon bare, 


And deep in dungeon barr'd. 


It chanc'd that on that very morn 
Their chief was priſoner ta'en ; 

Lord PęR CV had us ſoon exchang'd, 
And ſtrove to ſooth my pain. 


And ſoon thoſe honoured dear remains 
To England were convey'd : 

And there within their ſilent tombs, 
With holy rites were laid. 


For me I loath'd my wretched life, 
And long to end it- thought ; 
Till time, and books, and holy men 

Had better counſels taught. 


They rais'd my heart to that pure ſource, 
Whence heavenly comfort flows ; 

They taught me to deſpile the world, 
And calmly bear its woes, | 

No more the flave of human pride, 
Vain hope, and ſordid care : 

| meekly vow'd to ſpend my life 

In penitence and prayer, 


® 3, e. Sword. 


( 34 ) 
The bold Sir Bertram now no more, 
Impetuous, haughty wild ; 
But poor and humble benedict, 
Nou lowly, patient, mild; 


My lands I gave to feed the poor, 
And ſacred altars raiſe; 

And here a lonely Anchorite 
I came to end my days. 


This ſweet ſequeſter'd vale I choſe, 
Theſe rocks and hanging grove ; 

For oft beſide that murmuring ſtream 
My love was wont to rove. 

My noble friend approv'd my choice; 
This bleſt retreat he gave : 


And here I carv'd her beauteous form, 
And ſcoop'd this holy cave. 


Full fifty winters, all forlorn, 

My life I've lingered here; 
And daily o'er this ſculptured ſaint 
I drop the penſive tear, 


And thou dear brother of my heart, 
So faithful and ſo true, 

The ſad remembrance of thy fate 
Still makes my boſom rue. 

Yet not unpitied paſs'd my life, 
Forſaken, or forgot, 

The Pzxcy and his noble Sons 
Would grace my lowly cot. 


Oft the great Earl from toils of ſtate, 
And cumbrous pomp of power, 

Would gladly feck my little cell 

To ſpend the tranquil hour, 


(33) 


But * of life is length of woe, 
I liv'd to mourn his fall: 

I liv'd to mourn his godlike ſons, 
And friends and followers all. 


t thou, the honours of thy race, 
Lov'd youth, ſhalt now reſtore ; 
d raiſe again the PexCY name 
More glorious than before, — 


He ceas'd, and on the lovely pair 
His choiceſt bleflings laid : 

While they with thanks and pitying tears 
His mournful tale repaid. 


And now what preſent courſe to take 
They aſked the good old fire; 

And guided by his ſage advice 
To Scotland they retire. * 

Mean-time their ſuit ſuch favour found 
At Rasr's ſtately hall, 

Earl Neville and his princely ſpouſe 
Now gladly pardon all. 


he ſuppliant at. her * Nephew's throne 
The royal grace implor'd : 

To all the honours of his race 
The Pexcy was reſtor'd. 


The youthful Eafl ſtill more and more 
Admir'd his beauteous dame; 
Nine noble Soxs to him ſhe bore, 
All worthy of their name. 


King Henry V. Anno 1414. 
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The accoung- given in dle «foraging! Tale 6 | 
young PexCy: the Son.of Horsrux, ts:confirmed 
by the following Extract from an old Chronic 
formerly belonging. to Whitby. e 22 1 0 


HENRx Percy, the ſon of Sir Ty +: 
c flay ne at Shrew 'eſbury, and of El:zabeth, the 
daughter of the Erle of. Marche, alter, the death 
« of his Father and Grauntſyre; was exiled into 
« Scotland ia the tins 6f kingHeriry the Foufth: but 
in the timgof king Henry "tHe Fifth, by the labour 
« of han che C Countes of Weſtmerland, (Whoſe 
c dang iter Allaror he had æued u in comitig into 
* frglad,) he recovered the King's grace, and tlie 
c ee of Northumberland, ſo! was the ſecond 
Erle of Northumberland. ö 23 1 


And of -this Allanor his wife, he begate 1 
: Sonncs, and UI Daughters, whoſe names be Jo- 
fare, that is buried at Whytbye: Ibamat, lord 
Egremont: Katlary ne Gray, of Rythyn : Sir Raffe 
C Percy W. A am Per: Anz, Byſhopp :* Richard Percy 
« 7:hn, wat” 'dyeUl "apinpout i: lanot her Jabs 
called Johafifte 8 Perch ſenior de Warkworth 
6 (29: es Percy, Clerk? Hewury that dyed vu ut Lis: 
Huꝛne ſbeſides the eld oft” ſon and ſucceſſar 
her- ht becauſe” he comes in bete vizeh 
« HENRTPEac v, the {bird Erle of Nerehan kel, 
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